20_______'     ______________S.A. Sankaranana
Gowpenpuls of pollen pour in Pure Dance Off floral skies and nuclii aglance; Damsels concertingly deck'd in flowers Sprinkle, sprinkle o'er the Kolam'd floors; Flowers shower flower in southerly-Kiss; From the shell of the mundane Sophera cassia explain The lovely navel moves ripening to bliss.
Each move a fruit, a vein'd gooseberry fall, From a luminous tree a white parasol . Fanning southerly with shreds of tail hair Of bosgrunniens or mountain deer; What a buoyant feel of a dancing float Upon the honey'd pool A Quick liquid capsule For one-legged Kali's anti-dote!
A pair of the white tail-hair fans of Yac Bespirits the even air. Latticed lac Castle catches flame. Fulgurant lac-red Incinerations reminisce and fed Pillar-flame thoughts chorally rehearse Ah epic flambuoyant feel Of cadence and appeal A wave of beauty cordial, transverse.
The craetiva rustles. There's a call, A bird-call for music from this hall Dance-tap-tiied. Unbeaten five-faced drumhe ears of Earth; Chanting a pious strain to the festive eye Of the Regal Dancer Fairtial hity dynamic of mazhii in thy palm. happenings in a divine city Are as if. agenda'd in a tavern Where light and shade diffuse refulgently On pigmented wallface as flame auburn. association of ideas is too rapid, to make sense, except to the creator and his circle. The words seem to gallop like a drunken horse that is riderless. There is a riot of words. One brings out the other by verbal association, by alliterations, rhyme, and assonance as in Anthony Burgess's "Nothing like the Sun" Without meaning to be derogatory, one can say that S.A.S. has outjoyced Joyce himself, in his pursuit along this stream of consciousness in his chase, after his own private Holy Grail.
